
S- 


The QomiealifJiftorj of 

Made tLauncele. t. 

Gob. Your worfhips friend, and Lancelet fir. 

Lari. But I pray you ergo olde man, ergo I befeech you, talke 
you ofyongM .Lancelet. 

Gob, Of Lancelet an’t pleafeyour mafterfhip. 

Lan. £rgo mafter Lancelet > talke not of maifter Lancelet Fa- 
ther ; for the y ong Gentleman according to fates and deftinies, 
and fuch odd fay mgs, the filters three, andfuch braunches of 
learning, is indeed deceafed,or as you would fay in plain terms, 
gone toheauen. 

Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was theverieftaffeof my 
age, my very prop. 

LtfWtf.DoIlookelikeacudgellor a houell pofte, aftaffe, 
or a prop : do you know m e Father. 

Gob. Alackethe day, I know you notyong Gentleman, but 
I pray you tell mee, is my boy (GOD reft his foule) aliueor 
dead. 

Lance. Do you not know me Father ? 

Gob. Alacke fir, I am fand blinde, I know yoirnot. 

Ihw.Nay, in deedeif you had your eyes you might faile of 
the knowing me: it isawifeFatherthatknowes his own child. 
Well, olde man, I will tell you newes of your fonne, giue mee 
yourblelfing; Trueth will come to light, Murther cannot be 
hidde long, a mans fonne may , but at the length trueth will 
out. 

Gobbo. Pray you fir Hand vp, I am fure you are not Lamcelet 
my boy. 

Lance. Pray you let’s haue no more fooling about it, but 
giuemeyourbleffingiIamX4«C(?/of your boy that was, your 
(on that is,yourchildthat fhall be. 

Gob. I cannot thinke you are my fonne. 

Lance. I know not what I fhall thinke of that, but I am Lan- 
celot the lews man, and I am. fure Margery your wife is my mo- 
ther. 

Gob. Her name is Margery indeede, ile be fworne if thou bee 
Lancelet , thou art mine owneflefh and blood : Lord worfhipt 
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mighthebe, whatabeard half thou got? thou haft gotmore 
haireonthy chin,then Dobbin my pilhorfe has on his tale. 

' Lan. Itfhould feeme then that Dobbins tailegrowes back- 
ward .lam fure he had more haireof his tayle then I haue.ofmy 
face, when I laft faw him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou chang’d : how doefl thou and thy 
Mafter agree? Ihaue broughthim aprefent; howagreeyou 
now? 

L<W£.Well,well,butfor mine owne part, as I haue fet vp my 
reftto runne away/ol will not reft till I haue run fbme ground; 
My matter’s averylew,giuehima prefent,giue himahalter,I 
am famifhtin his feruice.You may tell euery finger I haue with 
myribs:FatherIamglad you are come, giue meyourprefent 
to one Mafter Bajjanio, whoindeed giues rare new liueries, if I 
ferue not him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground . O 
rare fortune, here comes the man, to him Father/for I am alew 
if I ferue the lew any longer. 

Enter Eajfanio with a follower or two. 

Bajf. You may doe fo, but let it be fo hafted thatfupper be 
ready at the fartheft by fiue of the ciocke .• fee thefe Letters de- 
!iuered,put the Lyueries to making,and defire Gratiano to come 
anon to my lodging. 



' Exit one of his men. 

Lance. To himFather. 

Gc^.God bleffeyour Worfhip. 

Bajf. Gramercyywouldftthou ought with me? 

GW. Here’s my fonne fir, a poore boy. 

-Umf.Not a poore boy fir,butthefich Iewes man that wold 
hr, as my father fhall fpecifie. 

C/W.He hath a great infeftion fir, as one would fay to ferue. 
Zhray.Indeed tne fhort and the long is, I ferue the lew, and 
haue a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. * 
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